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A young Panjabi clerk was given the job of purchasing stores
for the party; we were quite taken aback by the exiguous sums
he expended. For this young man, the bazaar was an arena,
bargaining a sport and price-cutting a subtle branch of psy-
chology. For instance one of the things he had to purchase was
a small milk-can. He walked into a shop and asked: " How
much is that? " " Eight annas." " What, do you take me
for a millionaire ? " He quitted the shop with an inimitable air
of injured virtue and walked into the premises of the first shop-
keeper's nearest competitor. " That fellow over there had the
impudence to ask me eight annas for a milk-can. What will you
give it for ? " ** Six." " You must be out of your senses : I've
never in my life heard of jsuch outrageous extortion." ** But I

will reduce it to------"   Unheeding, he swept out of the second

shop and entered a third. " I wish for a milk-can of this size:
how much is it ? " Before the man could quote a price, another
shopkeeper who had been standing by, listening to the previous
encounters, pushed his way up to our friend and nudging him,
whispered with a wink: " You come to my place: I'll let you
have it for four **; but by that time a fourth man had rushed
up and was offering it for three annas six pice and so on, till
the whole street \yas afoot in fierce competition. The young imp
was well aware of the lack of solidarity among petty retailers
in India and their readiness to whittle their profit down to
nothing in order to undercut their next-door neighbours.
Finally he closed for the price of two and a half annas, with
the owner of the shop into which he had entered first of all,
having in the interval circled right round the bazaar back to
his starting-point. He bore off his trophy triumphantly, pur-
sued by indignant cries of " Dirty Panjabi swine " and other
still more colourful imprecations from the whole neighbourhood
in chorus.

Guided by our friends' advice, we applied for our transport
animals to one Muhammad Ramzana, who keeps a shop on the
Bund or river front. He is a very straight-forward man to deal
with and looked after us splendidly at most reasonable cost.
The ponies engaged to carry our modest baggage for the first
week, as far as Dras, were obtained from the village of Gander-
bal at the entrance to the Sind valley : they were to meet us at
Wayl bridge, eighteen miles from Srinagar; as far as that point
the road was fit for wheeled vehicles, so that everything we